KWANTUNG   MESSAGE

" Sun Yat Sen is no warlock," he cried desperate,
'* He is a scientist. Here, look at his picture. Is this
the picture of a magician?"

He fished Sun Yat Sen's picture out of his sleeve,
a small photo an enlargement of which he had put
on his shrine at home. The peasants took the picture
cautiously with their big work-roughened hands and
studied it carefully and worriedly. One gave it tn
the other.

The man Sun Yat Sen looked powerful and he
had bushy brows; but his own emissary denied his
magic powers.

" If he is no sorcerer how can he help us?"  the
peasants murmured.   " Only a magician can help us."
Wen Lo shouted:

" There are no sorcerers. I don't believe in
sorcerers. And what if he is no warlock? Now v/e
have an opportunity to regain the Golden Age. Land
and soil common to all. At least we must try for it.'"
" He is right," the peasants said. " If it is for the
Golden Age, we've got to try everything. We'll arm.
all of us. We got to try at least."

" So, you are going to fight?" the men from the
next village asked.

" Yes," fat Fu Tsin said. " What if he isn't even
a magician. We got to try."

"We go to tell our people. In this case we too
will fight."

The student who understood the language of the
peasants as little as they understood his, looked
frightened after the men who had led him here and
now silently turned and went away. Were they